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'RECITATIVES, AIRS, Ke. 


VVV 


OR, 


The WoxDERFTUI Lame, 


SCENE I.---RreciTaTivt---DeZor. 


E VERY clime and ev'ry land, 

Frozen region, burning ſand, 

Rugged mountain, roaring main, 

I have travers'd, but in vain ; 

Yet my necromantic art 

In pleaſing hopes ſtill chears my heart, 

« Seek (it cries) here, ſage advice 

rc Beneath yon field of floating ice 

te Supine, a huge ſea-monſter lies.” 

From thy chryſtal couch ariſe ! 

Froth the ſurge and laſh the wave, 
Speak the truth as thou art bid ! 

The wonder-working Lamp I'd have, 
Tell me where this Lamp is hid. 


MoxsrIR. 


"Ty 


Much thouſſt travel, travel more. 
Ere thou ſhalt this treaſure find, 
Quit this inhoſpitable hare, 
And mount aloft the fleting wind. 
To Arabia's ſpicy vales 
I direct th obedient gales, | 
_ *Twixt two mountains high and * 
In a vally dark and deep; 
Kaliel wiſe, in ſplendid ſort, 
Keeps her ſubterraneous court; 
Guards the Lamp with magic ban 
From the ken of fordid man ! 
' Therefore, as thy God is gain 
Thou canſt not thence the Lamp obtain, 
Seek a youth from av'rice free, 
Who can feel another's grief, 
Who is prompt to give relief, 
Bleſs'd wich filial piety. 4; | 
If mortal win the Lamp, ſuch muſt that mortal 
| be. | 
So rich the prize, the ſtruggle's hard; 
This ſword be then thy potent guard, 
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SCENE IV---Recitartive---DoZor. 


S TRIPLING perverſc! 
When thou'ſt to me the Lamp fecur'd, 
There for ever be immur'd ! 
No more behold the light 
Of golden Phœbus: but in endleſs night 
Thy miſerable life conſume ; 
This cavern prove thy manſion and ny tomb! 


— —̃ — , 
A I R.— Doctor. 


8 AD omens whilper to my aching heart 
The fate's decree ! 
Spite of my art, | 
By potent Kaliel's aid, 
He'll gain the Lamp and lovely maid, 
Oh, racking thought! the throes of 
burning jealouſy ! 
Aye, let blue lightnings flaſh, terrific thun- 
ders roll, | 
The hungry Lion roar, and raging Tygers 
how, 
Tis peace unto the pangs 1 rend my tor. 
tur d ſoul ! 
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SCENE v. -RecitTaTive--- Kaliel. 


Oh mortal highly favor'd! do not fear, 
Thy heart is known and thy intentions pure. 
Welcome! None elſe cou'd enter here 
Here from ev'ry peril reſt ſecure. 


(Speaks) Riches and title to acquire, 
Is the baſe doctor's ſole deſire, 
Who with infernal pow'r would join, 
This Lamp of Wonders, to purloin. 
But thou the taliſman haſt won, 
By thy ſoft pity for my ſon: 
Who, with the tears of innocence 
Has try'd thy kind benevolence. 
This Genii of vaſt ſtrength and might, 
Thy devious footſteps ſhall attend : 
I'm his Miftreſs—I'm thy Friend, 
Whilſt acts of good are thy delight. 
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2 SCENE XIII.—SoNO— Porter. 


2 Ere the firſt man was made; 

For out of clay was made this man, 
And chus began our trade. 
| Then friends put round the foaming mug, 
Re LY And take 1t with good will; 
| Since man is but an earthen jug, 
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> OUR trade to work in clay began, 
| 
0 


This jug then let us fill. 
And how can he, (ye wiſe ones, ) pray, 
5 Return to duſt, who wets his clay? 


In this the Jemmy Cheapſide Buck 
May take his orange ſhrub ; 
1 Or. Fleet-ſtreet Miſs, at Dog and Duck, 
May quaff her ſyllabub: : 
Or jovial Jack, that jolly dog, 
May treat his roſy wench ; 
7 And over this, when fill'd with grog, 
Sing how he bang' d the French. 
And how can he, &c. 


| | See here a noble chriſtening bow], 
6 | But fill it to the brim ; . 
— So large, the baby (pretty ſoul) 
| May like young Indian ſwim : 
: The 
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( 12 ) 
The Covent Garden ſwell at Jupps, . 

In this may take his Go--- v | 
For Aſhley's Punch-houſe, here are cups Ik 
Pro bono Publico, | 

And how can he, &c, 38 


And why abroad our money fling, 

To pleaſe our fickle fair? 
No more from China, China bring, SOR © ok 
Here's Engliſh China-ware. 

Then friends put round the foaming mug, 
And take it with good will ; | 
Since man is but an earthen jug, = 
This ug then let us fill. | 

| And how can he, &c. 
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PART II. 


SCENE lll.---Zoreb ſpeaks. 


WW 1THIN this horrid dungeon's gloom, 
No longer waſte thy youthful bloom; 

Here, take this Lamp, tis virtue's due, 
Fun, frolic, and ſweet Colombine purſue, 


8 ON G. -Zoreb. 


THE Lion from a dreadful end, 
Was by a mouſe ſet free: 
The Lion thou, my generous friend, 
The little mouſe is me. 
Unto the poor ſtill ſhew thy love, 
To-day is theirs to mourn: 
They may to-morrow grateful prove, 
And good for good return. 


SC E NE VIf----Sonc---Coachmaker. 


WHO wants a new carriage, or little, or big, 

A Chanc'lor's ſtate-coach, or Citizen's gig 

For neatneſs and faſhion, Sir I am the maker; 

My name is Tom Axle, my faop's in Long- acre: 
G My 
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My Lord and my Lady-may fit knee to knee, 
At each other yawn in my glaſs vis-a-vis ; 
At Op'ratheir footmen, ſuch flaming fine damn'd 
| beaux, 
Amongſt; poor folks that walk, they may flouriſh 
their flambeaux. 
Fal lal, la! 


My poſt - chaiſe is the thing for an amorous pair 

That round Hampſtead trip for a mouthful of air, 

Should they find it too ſharp, why they may on 
occaſion, 

Juſt draw up the blinds for mere converſation. 

Ihe Cit on a Saturday tir'd of his ſhop, 

For villa at Hammerſmith har neſſes Crop, 

- Cries, © Deary, we'll ſtay in the country till 
Monday, 

In the ſeat of the whiſky put dinner for Sunday.” 

'Fal, lal, la! 


Should Ma' am four in hand, wiſh her ponies to 
try, 

In phaeton I'll mount her up three ſtories high, 
In cockt-hat I ſee her, I'm ſure ſhe's a right one, 
I'll bett in four hours ſhe ſpanks it to Brighton. 
For chariot, the Doctor ſteps out of his hack, 
His creft is a duck, and his motto is © quack!” 
For cuſtomers all, I'm the pretty. coachmaker, 
My name is Tom HR. my ſhop's in Long-acre. 
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SCENE VHI.—Kaiiel ſpeaks. 


(To Do.) Hold, doating ideot! who to do 

all ill 

Haſt inclination, but devoid of 

| ſkill, 

Thou tonguelefs aſp of makes | 
feel ſelf-ſmart, | 

And wear the venom _ in thy 
heart ! 


Poſſeſs the Lamp, as proof of my 
regard, 

For deeds of good, receive this 
lov'd reward. 


(Gives Col. io Harl.) 
ls 


AIR Kaliel. 
THOSE treaſures, Aladin, behold ! 
Thoſe ſilver ſtreams from fount of gold: - 
Thar play in aromatic ſhowers, 
With ſweets refreſhing ſweeteſt bowers. 
Yon lucid gems that hang thoſe glitt'ring walls, 
The amber pillar on its chryſtal baſe, 
The ruby goblet, adamantine vaſe, 
And all the dazzling ſplendour of theſe halls, 
Tho' brighter than the beaming ſtar, 
A virtuous act is brighter far. 
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SCENE the lat—Forr Cronxvs, | 
LOVE and honor, virtue, truth, / | 


Roſeat chaplets crown the youth ; , 
"Myrtle wreaths that never fade, * 
Adorn the bloming conſtant maid! 1 
Joy give the day ! With rapture bleſs the night ! - 
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